THE  SPANISH WAR
our pocket knives and compare the tinned provisions
we had brought with us—Knickerbocker of the New
York American always had the most handsome supplies
and always generously shared them—when there was a
tap on the door and a Spanish Legion sergeant appeared.
"I see, c&balleros" he said after a preliminary salute, "that
you are preparing to have dinner here Tinned food is
but cold comfort after the tiring day that you have had,
and I would like to ask you to be the guests of the Legion
for dinner to-night. If you would but wait half an hour
or so, while our soup, which is even now on our camp fire,
cooks, we will serve you dinner "
We had a little sherry, and just as d'Hospital arrived
back from his journey to the telegraph office the Legion-
aries served us dinner.   They brought in soup in a great
covered tureen.   It was thick and hot and good.   When
that was finished we had a typical Spanish stew of potatoes,
beans and cabbage with little pieces of sausage and meat.
It appeared that many hen roosts had been raided, but
the chicken in the stew was not of the tenderest.   Then
came tinned tunny with a salad of red and green sweet
chillies, and finally roast pork.   The pork, too, was not
very tender though well roasted.   But as the piglets had
been running about that very morning it was not sur-
prising that the meat was slightly tough   With apologies
for having no sweet the Legion waiters brought us in
some piping hot coffee.   I knew we could not offer to
pay them for their good services, for the Spanish Legion,
lie the French, is very touchy on such matters, so we
merely invited the Spanish sergeant and his helpers
to take a glass of sherry with us, and after thanking
them drank to "Spain and the Legion."   They were
delighted,
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